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O RAT ION 


UPON THE 


Firty of November. 


O commemorate * the gracious and mi- 
raculous Deliverauces of religions 
Princes aud States, from all the me- 
lancholy Pomp of Woe, that fol- 
lows inteſtine Broils, foreign War, or 
treaſonable Conſpiracies, is the Diftate of Reaſon, 
the Reſult of common Gratitude ; and hath in 
all Ages been the Practice of the more Polite and 
Civilized Nations in the World. 

TRR Paſſover and Purim of the Fews, the 
many Days ſet apart in the Kalendars of the Greeks 
and Romans, are ſo many Arguments of the Fitneſs 
of National Gratitude, and of the Senſe of thoſe 
ancient and wiſe Nations upon the grateful Sub- 
ject of Anniverſary Thankſgiyings. 

B Let 


Collect for the Day. 


—— — — : ß—ð— i 


(2) I 

Lr not then us Britons come behind them: 3 

But Welcome, thrice welcome to us be this 1 
| glorious happy Day, this joyful Riyal of all the z 
| Whiter Days that grace our Kalendar. Thy Bleſ- 3 
ſings rolling Ages never ſhall wear out! In ſpite of 2 


riſe (as heretofore) with Healing in thy Wings ; 

ſhalt ever baniſh Melancholy, Sadneſs, Sorrow; 

ſhalt ever view thy grateful Britous ſmiling; and 
| through their ſpacious Hle ſhalt eyer hear their 
joyful 10% ſound ! 

On! that I were equal to the glorious Subject! 
That I could dreſs the grateful Theme in Words 
might touch your Souls, and raite your juſt Reſent- 
ment againſt the worſt of Villany, ſhrowded under 
\q Religion's ſacred and abuſed Name! That I could 
paint the wondrous Goodneſs of the Day, ſo as to 
raiſe every plous, every grateful Thought! But 
Words are vile, and Eloquence can never reach 
the Subject; and ſhould our Thankſgivings keep 
ö pace with this Anniverſary's ſhort Sun, they would 
| ſtill be unequal to the vaſt Debt, that bounteous 
Heaven hath this Day loaded us with. 

Had I but ſome Sparks of that ſacred Fire, that k 
warm'd our firſt Reformers Breaſts; had I but the 
leaſt ſhare of the Spirit and Power of the Elijab's Y: 
of Mary's bloody Reign, the * Cranmers, the Rid- 
leys, the Latimers, who living, ſtemm'd the Tor 
rent of Papal Tyranny and Superſtition, who dying, 
| mounted 


* Theſe three Prelates were burnt in Queen Mary's Reign 
| An. 1555. the laſt (being then aged Eighty Years) thank'd Go 
| (upon hearing his Sentence) that he was call'd to glorify him in 
| his Old Age by that kind of Death, — Fox's Ads and Monuments. 


| waſting Time thou ever ſhalt be Young ! ſhalt ever l 
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mounted their native Heavens in fiery Charts ; 
then might I hope to do tolerable Juſtice to the 
glorious Subject. 

Ap if the Bleſs'd above can receive any Addi- 
tion to their Happineſs, on this Day eyen the ſtern 
Ghoſt of Harry ſhall, pleas'd, put on an unuſual 
Smile; the ſoft god-like Spirit of Edward rejoice 
to ſee his Reformation finiſh'd; and the great ſu- 
perior Soul of fam'd Eligabeth, as often hereto- 
fore, ſo now with Rapture look down on her Bri- 
tain's Genius ſuperior and triumphant o'er the baſe 
helliſh Arts of baffled Rome; and the noble Army of 
Smithfield Martyrs, the Goodlieſt and the Choiceſt 
of our Forefathers Flock, the burning and ſhining 
Lights of their own and our Age, would make their 
Heaven echo with louder 7alleluyjahs. 

I sx x your pleas'd Imaginations catch the grate- 
ful Subject; I ſce you conſcious of your Laws, 
Religion, Liberties, by this Day's Fate ſecured ; 
and could my willing Soul find Words to expreſs 
her Joy, this Day would ſcem but ſhort, and your 
Patience not be tir'd. But how can Gratitude, con- 
ſidering the vaſt Debt we owe, be ever tird ? Or 
how can Thankſgiving, wondrous pleaſing Subject! 
ever cloy ? No, that 1s alone equal to the vaſt En- 
largements of our Souls; that's the gratefulſt Part 
of Worſhip here; and when we are paſt the dread- 
ful Confines of Mortality, Religion's ſacred Acts 
will be ſwallow'd up in Praiſe, and Thankſgiving 
will be the grateful Theme of he Heavens, and all 
the Powers therein, of all thoſe Angels and Arch- 
Angels that cry aloud, of Cherubims and Seraphims, 
toall Eternity, Anp. 


(4) 
Ax if Mercy, the moſt endearing Attribute of 


God, can move us, if that which melts Mens Ada- 


mantine Hearts can ſoften us, if that which doth 


Omnipotence itſelf diſarm, and wreſts the vengeful 
Bolt from the nplifted Hand, can touch us, here then, 
my Countrymen, behold the moſt glorious Inſtance 
of it offer'd; an Iuſtauce ſo uncommon, that the 
World ittelf ne'er ſaw, nor Hiſtory records its 
Parallel; an Inſtauce ſo ſurpaſſing common Provi- 
dential Mercies, that it even call'd Ommipotence itſelf 
to Aid ; and our Deliverance was not wrought by the 
ordinary Methods of Providence, but the Almighty 
ſeems to have ſtepp'd out of his ſecret Pavilion, to have 
ftretch'd out mightily his reſtraining Hand, to have al- 
ter*d Nature's Courſe, to have check'd her in the Exe- 
cution of his own Laws, and from the Cauſe to have 
ſeparated the Effect; and when the fatal Train was laid, 
when the Match (upon how ſmall a Thing did then thy 
Fate, my dear Country, depend!) was ready; then 
God All-merciful (and thou All- ignorant) ſtepp'd in 
between, unravell'd, quaſh'd, defeated all the la- 
bour'd Politicks of Hell and Nome, and made the 
raging Element of Fire reſign its dreaded Qua- 
lities. 

GRATEFUL then as Mercy to the ſuing Penitents, 
Joyful as Pardon at the fatal Tree to halter'd Cri- 
minals, Welcome as the wiſh'd Shore obtain'd to 
ſhipwreck'd Mariners, ſo ſhould this Miracle of 
Mercy be to us: Our Danger greater, nearer, and 
more dreadful, than all the Scenes of Woe the 
World e er ſaw, or Poets warm'd Imaginations could 
invent: A Danger ſo full of Horror, that even the 

Arch- 
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Arch-Traytor * Garnett's Guilty Soul turn'd in- 
ward, when he thought on the horrid Deed, and 
his dying Words (alone ſufficient Proof of the Reality 
of the Plot) were theſe; That © The Treaſon was 
« Horrible and Bloody, and ſuch as even his Soul 


„ ſhould have abhorr'd, had it ſucceeded.” 
How ſhocking then is that Religion that ſancti- 


fies the worſt of Means to gain its Ends; that even 


juſtifies Rebellion, Treaſon, Parricide, nay, conſe- 


crates the fatal Tree, and makes the Pope's enthuſi- 
aſtick Minions f Martyrs. | 

Coup I but repreſent the dreadful Miſeries fo 
you, my Dear Countrymen, this Day intended ! but 
why do I talk of repreſenting what's impoſlible ? 
for Words were never made to paint ſuch wondrous 
Scenes of Woe; Deſcription ne'er can reach them, 
and the largeſt warmeſt Fancy, 1s ſtartled and con- 
founded at the yaſt medley diſmal Proſpect. 

Hap I been a ſad SpeQator of all the ſhocking 
dreadful Scenes of Miſery that Hiſtory records, or 
wretched Mortals ever try*'d ; Could I deſcribe with 
ſolid Judgment of Hiſtorians, and with all the Poets 
Garniture of Wit diſplay the Sieges, Conflagrations ; 
the Treaſons, Murders, Maſlacres; the Wars of 
Elements, and Earthquake's horrid Cruſh ; the In- 
nudations frightful Flow ; the poignant Lightnings 
ſwift Effects; or Thunder's loudeſt Roar; Could I 

C with 

* Machinatio contra Regem & Regnum immanis & Sangui- 
«< nolenta erat, quamque {i peracta c{let ego ipſe intimis ſenſibus 
LKE toto animo deteſtaturus eram. ide Ant. de Dominis Suppli- 
rium de Hen. Garnetto ſumptum. 

+ © Gernettus jam Proto- Martyr Sanctiſſimi Confeſſionis Sacra- 


menti prædicatur. Vid. De Domin. Uſtenſio Errorum, P, Fram. 
Juarex. Cap. 6. p. 321. | 


(6 1 
with niceſt Judgment from each diſmal Scene ex- 
tract each principal Figure of Woe; Could I, with 
the beſt Conjunctions of the Hiſtorians, Poets, Pain- 
ters ſeveral Arts, put all together in one dreadful 
Picce, ſtill would it (though wondrous frightful) 
fall ſhort of the inexpreſſible Miſery this Day 
delign'd. | 

Wr have heard or read of all the Horrors of that 
fatal Night, wherein old Troy, after a long ten 
Years Siege, was ta'en and laid in Aſhes : Of great- 
eſt Cities, of Rome, of Carthage, and Thou, ill- 
fated faithful Town * Saguntum, ſack' d. We 
can form to our ſelves ſome ſhocking Notions of 
Poiſon's deadly Force, of pining Famine's lazy 
Pains, and Plague's malignant ſpeedy Influence, flow 
unſurprizing Methods all of Death, when to the 
Expeditious, Unparallel'd Method of this Day 
compar d. 

In all the dreadful Magazines of Death, in 
Sieges, Famines, in Plagues and Fields of Battle, 
though the Grim Tyrant Death makes wondrous 
Speed, and though mighty Numbers, and in vari- 
ous Methods fall, yet gradually, and with expect- 
ing Fears they fall. But had this Conſpiracy ſuc- 
cceded, Death would have been uncommonly Luxu- 
rious, would have appear'd in his moſt melancholy 
Pomp of Horror, and in all his dreadful Regalia 
been more than ever a King of Terrors. Is 


An ancient City of Hain in Alliance with the Romans, whole 
Inhabitants deiended themſelves againſt Hannibal, eight or nine 
Months; but being preſs'd with Famine, (whence the Proverb 
Saguntina Ta mes, ) and tir'd out with inexpteſſible Miſeries, kindled 
a great Fire in the Midſt of their City, into which they caſt them- 
ſelves, with their Wives, Children, aud all the precious Things 
they had. L. Hor. Eutrop. 
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(7) 

Ix one Moment, ſurprizing-- dreadful Point! fo 
many, ſo noble, ſo valuable Lives ſacrific' d. 
In one Moment, the ſo-long diſputed Fate of the 
World's nobleſt Iſle determin'd. — In one Moment 
her Laws, Religion, Liberty, ineſtimable Trea- 
ſure's Purchaſe, the painful Work of Ages, and 


deareſt Price of Rivers of the choiceſt Blood of our 


Progenitors, at one Stroke, O cruelly compen- 
dious Method of Fate! deſtroy'd. 

Lr us, my Countrymen, repreſent to our ſelves 
the moſt Auguſt Aſſembly of the World replete 
with all the venerable Perſonages of Sacred Maje- 
ſty, of Royal Princes, of Ancient Nobles, and ho- 
neſt Hoſpitable Gentry,. the Glory, Flower, 
Strength of Britaiu, with numerous Attendants 
and Spectators, with all the Marks of Grandeur, with 
all the State of ancient Royalty together met, to en- 
act wholſome Laws for the Glory of God, and the 
Peace and Intereſt of (as the Effect amply prov'd) 
his Favourite Church and Nation : ---- And in one 
Moment hear, O ſhocking Sound! the horrid 
Craſh ! that Craſh than Thunder louder, and as 
Lightning ſwift ! that Craſh that muſt have 
rent yon Azure Skies, muſt to old Occan's 
Bottom ſhook our Ancient Iſle, roll'd o'er her 
ambient Seas, and more than Heaven's Thunder 
frighted diſtant Shores. — Then view, if Duſt, and 
Smoak, and Flaſh will let you view the ſtately Fa- 
brick, torn from its low Foundations, ſhatter'd and 


qui v'ring in the Air: Then ſee huge Heaps of Stones, 
vaſt ponderous Beams, the gilded Roofs, and po- 


liſn'd Marble, the ſtately Marks of Britain's an- 
cient 
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(8) 
cient Grandeur, come tumbling down, and piece- 
meal pound and maſh, and in its ample Ruins bury 
thoſe it ſlays. Never before did Thouſands in the 
ſame Place, in the ſame Moment fall; and never as 
one ſingle Man did yet a mighty Nation fall. 

WHAT once was ſo near, let us for once ſuppoſe 
(though utmoſt Horror waits the Suppoſition) the 
Train juſt fir'd, and the dreadful Work compleat, 
and at that one unerring Blow the ſure Deſtruttion 
fallen. | 

Bur firſt prepare and ſteel your Souls for Sights 
of utmoſt Horror, and for the moſt moving of Com- 
paſſion's Objects leave a Place. — For the Task be 
ſure muſt be very difficult, and all the ſtrongeſt 
Faculties of the braveſt Soul be full employ'd to 
bear the mighty Shock; and its boaſted glorious 
Properties of Reaſon, Courage, Patience, Conduct, 
will be but juſt equal to meet the various medley 
Scenes of Horror, and Compaſſion. 

SEE there the ruthleſs proſperous Villains, ſcarce 
yet believing their unexampled Deed, with dreadful 
Joy inſulting != With cruel Glee ſucceſsful Parricide 
approving, and with Rapture, bloody and uncommon 
as their County's Fall, triumphing !— See there at 
Diſtance from the ſhatter'd motley purple Pile, 
where Limbs yet quiver, and nobleſt Blood runs 

Freſh ! See, hideous ſhocking Sight! the fearful wail- 
ing Multitude, with Horror, Pity and Amaze ; with 
wringing Hands, and weeping Eyes, with all the 
keeneſt, tendereſt Sentiments of Indignation and 
Affection; with all the melancholy Pomp of Woe, 
behold their Husbands, Fathers, Brothers, Sons, 


and 
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(9) 
and hapleſs Country's yet living Tomb ! See 


there ſome tender Wife, with pious Error, upon the 
Rubbiſh hug ſome mangled ſtranger Coarſe unto 
her throbbing Boſom : — See there miſtaken Matrons 
graſping mangled Trunks, each fondly claiming 
the maſh'd deform'd Carcaſe for her Son! — There 
ſee a third, fitting a Father's lopp'd Limbs to a Son's, 
perhaps a Coulin's, Stranger's Trunk, hoping to 
pay what hapleſs the cruel Traytors might deny, 
the laſt Offices of decent Funeral, to the patch'd 
medley Corpſe !-— Nay, ſee the Monſters ſpurn the 
wailing Mothers, Siſters, Wiyes, from the ſad pound- 
ed Relicks of their Sons, Brothers, Husbands, even 
deny them the melancholy Indulgence of their Sor- 
rows, and refuſe them the ſhocking Priviledge of 
culling from the Rubbiſh their maſh'd Kindred 
Coarſes, waſhing their Wounds with Tears, and 
laying their broken Bones under hallow'd lighter 
Earth ! 

AND here one would think their Treaſon glutted, 
that rage and Cruelty could wiſh no more, and that 
human Malice could not farther than the Body try 
to reach. — But ſuch thy exquiſite Malice, Bloody 
Rome ! that even beyond the Grave, with unexam- 
pled Rage thou perſecuteſt thy Foes, and molt un- 
mercifully doomſt to never- dying Flames all differ- 
ing Opinions; Narrow, Shocking, Damning Priuci- 
ple ! Religions Shame! The Blot of Reaſon ! and 
Blaſphemy of Heaven's glorious Attribute, Mercy! 
Mercy that is over all God's Works, nay, and be- 
yond them too, beundleſs as his Eſſence, from ever- 


laſting to eyerlaſting.— To lock up yon glorious 
D Seats 


(610) 

Scats of Bliſs for one Sect of Men, one little Spot 
of this vaſt peopled Earth, which it the Lord's, 
and all that therein is, is ſure giving the Devil 
more than is his Due, is preſuming even beyond 
their boaſted Infallibility, is uſurping the Throne of 
Omnipotence itſelf to the vileſt Purpoſe, to diſpeople 
Heaven, and ſend the World's vaſt Colonies to en- 
| large the Devil's Empire. — Sure the Man whoſe 
| Breaſt is not ſteel'd with hardeſt Cruelty, whoſe 
Soul is ſuſceptible of melting Mercy, who dreads 
ö the Woes to Breach of Mercy due, eannot but trem- 
ble; his Soul muſt turn inward, when he ſees this 
dire uncharitable Liberty which Rome's unnatural 
Profeſſion with all others takes, regardleſs of that p 
awful Sentence; which we ſhould all do well, my 
Townſmen, to remember, when we too raſhly, as 
well as narrowly cenſure the Religion of others ; 
Who art thou that darſt to judge another. | 

Bur had their Malice (which Heaven be prais'd it | 
had not) its wiſh'd Succeſs, their Power had reach'd 
not (though their Malice did) farther than the Bodies. 
of the wretched Slain ; the Souls of that moſt pre- 
cious and unparallel'd Barut Sacrifice would, no 
doubt, have been in the Hands of God All-merciful, 
and the glorious Cauſe, with the dreadful Manners 
„ of their Deaths, would have merited (if ought could 
. | merit) the pious Martyt's glorious Crown. 
[| Bur, Oh! what Words can paint, what warmeſt 
4 fruitfulſt Imagination even fancy the Woes that 
= | would have waited their more #nhappy, becauſe ſur- 
| viving Countrymen ? Nor Eye hath ſeen, nor Ear 
[ hath heard, nor ever hath it enter'd into the Heart 
| 
| 
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( us ) 

of Man to couceive the dreadful Miſeries that pro- 
bably Popiſh Malice would have prepared for thoſe 
they ſo implacably hated. 

For — the Fatal Blow once given, Impious 
War would then have ſucceeded, and Savage Slaugh- 
ter; and what their Treaſon had ſo ſucceſsfully be- 
gun, the Sword of Violence would have purſued, 
eſtabliſh'd. 

Tux horrid Scene at Weſtminſter once open'd, 
would have ſpread dreadful o'er our Iſle, and carry d 
with it all the poignant Woes of Civil Diſcord, and 
abus'd Religion's Felleſt War. 

See where our ſteady Britous fall! See where 
devouring Flames our faireſt Cities level! See the 
Trent, the Severn, Thames, with their own Bor- 
derers Blood diſtain'd, paint all the Miſeries that can 
attend a Fallen State, fill up the Piece with wild Diſ- 
order, univerſal Horror, and promiſcuous Guilt ; 
draw venerable Laws, Religion, Empire fallen, 
bleeding, expiring, with the keeneſt Aggrayation of 
their Miſery, by the unnatural Hands of their own 
Sons; and Britain's Iſle by Britons Treaſon be- 
tray'd, inſlav'd, ruin'd ! 

AGcAain had we ſeen the Spaniards proud Ar- 
mado's (as heretofore) riding upon our Britiſh Seas, 
at this fatal Juncture too truly to be ſtiPd [nvin- 
cible 5 and not leſs furniſh'd with all the ghaſtly In- 
ſtruments of Spaniſh Popiſh Cruelty, that could 
render Death compleatly terrible. 

BoNNER's and Gardimer”s (frightful Names) had 
again diſgrac'd and ſtain'd with Blood of Innocents 


the facred Lawn. 
AGAIN 


— 


( 

Ac AN our Smithfield Fires had blaz'd, and the 
Choiceſt of our Prelates, Nobles, Commons, muſt 
again have been the precious Fuel of devouring 
Flames. — Again had Rome erected all her purple 
Banners with her own ancient Cruelty and Super- 
ſtition fraught. —— Again our large Demeſnes, the 
due of Merit, Virtue, Induſtry, had miniſter'd to the 
Vice, Luxury, and Ignorance of Lazy Monks and 
Friars. = Again our Reaſons muſt to Papal Tyranny 
have ſubmitted, and bloody Inquiſitions have ſe- 
cur'd Us and our lateſt Offspring Slaves. 

Tnus near, thus great, thus terrible was thy in- 
tended Treaſon, Ruthleſs Rome ! So near, that but 
very few Hours (the Train laid, and Match ready) 
interyen'd between our Country and her unprece- 
dented Fate! So great, ſo terrible, that it was be- 
yond the Examples of all former Ages! No Parri- 
cides, Rebellions, Treaſons, by wittieſt Wickedſt 
Villains e'er invented, come near the ſavage and un- 
natural Conſpiracy of this Day. — Avaunt Ye 
Brutus's, Ye Catilines, Ye Ravillacs, with all Ye 
lefſer Herd, Ye vile Bunglers of Petty-Treaſons ! 
Superior Garnetts, Vauxs, Winters, eclipſe your 
Whiter Ghoſts, diſpoſſeſs You of your ancient 


Scats below, and claim the higheſt, which in your 


horrid Manſions are to moſt higheſt Treaſon due! 
Bur why do I talk of Bratus's and Catalines, 
generous gentle Names, when pair'd with the more 
bloody ones of Garnett's, YVaux?s? — What thou, 
great Brutus, didſt, was bravely done: Thy Patriot 


Sword dug for Darling Liberty in Tyrant Cæſar's 


Breaſt, and through thy Deareſt Friend's own Heart 


thou ſtabb'ſt thy Dearer Country's Traytor. TRE 


(13) 

Tus publick Grieyances, and private Wrongs, 
(ſpecious Pretences!) unſheath'd the Sword of fiercer 
Catiline; pretended Tyranny kept it drawn ; but 
though a Traytor he was than Ours more generous, 
He openly avow'd his Cauſe; and for it in the Field 
upon the Heaps he had ſlain, he greatly fell.— 
Catiline howe'er was like the common Run of Re- 
bels, a Man of vile Principles, viler Morals, and 
deſperate Fortunes. Cæſar was generous, a Sol- 
dier, and ſucceſsful ; yet Cz/ar was proud, a Ty- 
rant, an Uſurper. He to an ill-got Empire pay'd a 
bloody Way o'er Heaps of ſlaughter'd Senators and 
Roman Citizens; and to his Country's Fall, Cz/ar 
inglorious ow'd his Riſe. 

By no ſuch Arts didſt thou, pacifick James, aſ- 
cend thy Britains Throne; thy Title clear and un- 
exceptionable, by Law, by Blood, by univerſal Ap- 
probation, was confirm'd. In thee no Tyrant Prince, 
the Scourge of God, thy People felt; no publick 
Grieyances, nor long expenſive and Succeſsleſs Wars; 
no private Peaces with greater Coſt than open Wars 
extorted ; no grieyous unknown Load of Taxes yet 
gall'd the pillag'd Nation; no upſtart Titles, or 
Pretenders alarm'd their Fears, or acted on their 
Hopes; no covetous oppreſſive Miniſtry, the Prince's 
Shame, the People's Fleecers, could poſſibly be made 
Pretences for the horrid 'Treaſon of this Day. Pub- 
lick Peace bleſs'd the Nation, Trade flouriſh'd, Ju- 
ſtice was duly, ſpeedily, and impartially admini- 
ſter d; the Prieſts of the true God rejoic'd and 
ſang; the People ſat at Eaſe, every Man under his 


own Vine, and his own Fig-tree 5 and all the Cir- 
W cumſtances 
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cumſtances of that Infant Reign, ſeem (fo far as we 
can judge at this Diſtance) to have been almoſt 
Faultleſs, Happy, Glorious, as the Preſent. 

WHAT then could move the Parricides to this un- 
heard of Plot? What, but the Grandeur (that haugh- 
ty Principle) of the Holy Church? What but the 
cruel Pleaſure propos'd in the Extirpation of what 
they call'd Zerefy £ What but Zeal, burning Zeal, 
as Hell hot, and as the Arch malicious Fiend im- 
placable. 

O my Countrymen ! what mighty Ills have not 
been done by Zeal, that Fever, or rather Frenzy 
of Piety in the Mind? What hath laid contending 
Nations waſte, but Zea/? What hath broke through 
all the ſacred Tyes of Nature, Blood and Friend- 
ſhip, but Zeal ? What hath ſacrific'd its Thouſands, 
and Ten thouſands to Moloch, but Zeal 2 What hath 
ſo often ſet Perſecution, dreadful'ſt Miniſter of Popery 
and Death, on work, but Zeal 2 What firſt ſet up, 
and ſtill continues Reaſon's Diſgrace, Religion's 
Shame, the bloody Inquiſition ? Zeal. What hath 
ſo many Poiſons for ſo many Princes mix d? What 
pointed * Ravillac's Knife? What ſteel'd, O hapleſs 
Charles thy fatal Ax? To ſum up all that's vile, 
What brought the Lord of Life to Whips, and 
Thorns, and Spikes, and Croſs, and Death moſt ex- 
quiſite and ignominious, but Zeal? Miſtaken, Hot, 
Deſtructive Zeal! Zeal, that hath eclips'd what- 
ever Envy, Malice, Hate hath done! Zeal, that 
with unextinguiſh'd Rage againſt the Juſt, the 

Pious 


* Ravillac ſtab'd Henry the Fourth of France in his Coach at 
Paris, May 14. 1610. 
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Pious only burns! Zeal, that hath drank whole Seas 
of choiceſt Blood, and ravag'd even what the ruth- 
leſs Sword, and proud Ambition have ſpar d! Can 
Heaven encourage Deeds like theſe? Or can infi- 
nite Mercy delight in Cruelty, in Blood, in Slaugh. 
ter? No! Right Reaſon and Religion repreſent the 


God of Chriſtians, as the Author of Peace, the 
Lover of Concord; the Father of Mercies, the God 
of” all Comforts 5 Amiable Endearing Characters! 
But Popiſh Perſecuting Monſters deſcribe Him 
ruthleſs, and yoid of Mercy as themſelves; Un- 
natural as the Heathen Saturn, deyouring his own 
Offspring; Barbarous as the Ancient Moloch, de- 
lighting in human Burnt Sacrifices; and cruel as the 
Tndians * Vit ſiput i, cruſhing to Death his Votaries 
by Thouſands under his maſſy Chariot-Wheels. 
No Wonder, then, if ſuch @ Church encourages, 
and puſhes on her Profeſſors to perpetrate the 
worſt of Villanies, whene'er her Intereſt demands 
it. Tis This will ſanctify the worſt of Means: 
This ſhall juſtify ſecret Treachery, or open Vio- 
lence: This ſhall void the ſolemn'ſt Promiſes and 
publick Treaties: This ſhall abſolve from ſacred 
Oaths, and from Allegiance : Thzs ſhall ſanctify the 
Aſſaſſinat ions of Princes, and the Maſſacres of Sub- 
jects: The ſhocking'ſt Villanies that wretched Mortals 
e' er can perpetrate, ſhall by This be deem'd (not 
only innocent and allowable, but) great, commenda- 


ble, meritorious. 


THis 


See the Account of this Mexican Idol in Agoſta and Fover. 
Hiſt. des Religions. 
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Tus, Rome ! thy ableſt Caſuiſts juſtify : This thy 
Confeſſors (wretched Directors of Conſciences !) pri- 
vately encourage: For This thy Prayers, thy Sa- 
craments, and Maſſes have been celebrated: This 
thy ſacred College have applauded; and Thzs Chriſt's 
pretended Vicars, thy Infallible Judges, have ratify'd, 
Nay, This to Hymns, to Incenſe, Saintſhip, Ado- 
ration ſhall intitle Rebels, Traitors, Aſſaſſines; and 
the black Names of Garnetts, Vaux*s, Catesbys, 
Rand in their Kalendars, in Competition with Con- 
feſſors, Apoſtles, Evangeliſts. 

I 8HALL conclude what I have ſaid on this Oc. 
caſion, with what the Patriarch Jacob did with the 
juſteſt Abhorrence, upon a like barbarous Inſtance, 
though far exceeded by the intended Treaſon of 
this Day. Simeon and Levi are Brethren; In- 
ftruments of Cruelty are in their Habitations : O my 
Saul, come not thou into their Secret! Unto their 
Aſſembly, mine Honour, be thou not united! For in 
their Anger they flew a Man, and in their Self-will 
they digged down a Wall. Curſed be their Anger, for 
it was fierce, and their Wrath, for it was cruel. 


* Gen, zlix, 5, 6, 7. 
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